372                               VENETIA.
willingness to do whatever she desired. Venice to he* was now only a name ; for, without the presence and the united love of both her parents, no spot on earth could interest, and no combination of circumstances affect her. To Venice, however, they departed, having previously taken care that every arrangement should be made for their reception. The English ambassador at the Ducal court was a relative of Lady Annabel, and therefore no means or exertions were spared to stud}r and secure the convenience and accommodation of the invalid. The barge of the ambassador met them at Fusina; and when Venetia beheld the towers and cupolas of Venice, suffused with a golden light and rising out of the bright blue waters, for a moment her-spirit seemed to lighten. It is indeed a spectacle as bean* tifu] as rare, and one to which the world offers few, if any, rivals. Gliding over the great Lagnne, the buildings, with which the pictures at Cherbury had already made her familiar, gradually rose up before her : the mosque-like Church of St. Marc, the tall Campanile red in the sun, theMoresco Palace of the Doges, the deadly Bridge of Sighs, and the dark structure to which it leads.
Venice had not then fallen. The gorgeous standards of the sovereign republic, and its tributary kingdoms, still waved- in the Place of St. Marc ; the Bucentaur was not rotting in the Arsenal, and the warlike galleys of the state cruised without the. Lagane ; a busy and picturesque population swarmed in all directions ; and the Venetian noble, the haughtiest of men, might still be seen proudly moving from the council of state, or stepping into a gondola amid a bowing crowd. All was stirring life, yet all was silent j the fantastic architecture, the glowing sky, the flitting gondolas, and the brilliant crowd gliding about with noiseless step, this city without sound, it seemed a dream!